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globes of fire, something like moons detached
from the sky; these are lamps of cocoa-nut oil
drawn up to the top of bamboos and kept
burning in the jungles for some religions
purpose. Then a little thatched hut stationary
on the water; that is an up-country boat,
which has probably been three months making
its way to Calcutta, advancing in the day and
anchoring in the night, and from these boats
there is generally a great sound of heathen
voices. The boatmen seem to me to be the
only natives who have any animal spirits.

The evenings are beautiful now, when the
fogs are not too heavy; really cool enough to
make me glad of a thick shawl. But all the
year round, the sun is too hot for anyone to go
out in the middle of the day. I have such a
prodigy of a bird; I wish you could hear it
talk and whistle.

Yours most affectionately,
F. EL EDEN,

FROM THE  HON.  EMILY  EDEN TO

Thursday, November 10.

George and all the household, and all our
guests, went off at 6 A.M. on Monday, and left